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~James' POV~ 

Do | want to ask? 

Can | stop myself? 

Not fucking likely. 

"Kirk, what the fuck are you wearing?" 


"Clothes. l'm bored, James." 


"That wasn't the question, fucker. And that." | make a vague flicking motion with my hand in his general 


direction, "ain't clothes, Kwirk" 


Yeah, | am growling, but fuck it, he's a hair's breath away from whining and that's the last fucking thing l'm 
capable of dealing with, right now. 


My eyes drop to the notebook in front of me. | will not be sucked into meeting his eyes, because then | feel 
guilty, and | fucking hate that, so | growl, which lead to more guilt... 


And round and round the merry go round the morkey chased the weasel 

You get the picture? 

"Just forget about it, Kirk I'm busy, all right? Just go medicate or something’ 

"That's meditate, James” 

If you say so. 

"Busy doing what, James?" 

Sweet fucking lord! Not only is Kirk dressed like a five year old, but now he's fucking acting like one, too. 


"Writing fucking songs for the album we are way past due to release, remember, Hammett? We do this band 


thing occasionally?" 


"Don't you have the horse before the cart here a bit, James? You can write from now until Armageddon, but 


unless you can magic a bassist with all your Mighty Hetfieldness, there's nobody to play the fucking shit” 


"Listen to me, dick. Firstly, | am not going to take somebody in pink fucking boxers and bunny slippers seriously! 
And secondly, | can do the bass tracks this once, or Bob can" 


"Sure, James, go right a-fucking-head. And | can go play Echobrain with Jason! But just for the fucking record, 
Hetfield, | am in these God fucking awful boxers and slippers to try and get you to remember that | even 
fucking exist! Remember me? The human on the other side of the bed? No, of course you don't, because it's 
been two weeks since you even made it to our bed. You know what, James? Take it and shove it! See if | even 


fucking give a damn any more." 
Just for the record, yes, Kirk does manage to stalk just nicely in bunny slippers and pink boxers. 
Anyway, Kirk, over statement much? It hasn't been two fucking weeks! All right, so | fell asleep on the couch 


last night, maybe in the studio the night before that. And possibly the night before that, fucked if | can 


remember. | think | slept at Ulits for a couple of nights in there, somewhere.. 


Fuck me, could the drama queen possibly be right? 

Well, shit. 

So, if its been two weeks since | slept with him, how long has it been since we..? 
Fuck me! Fuck, | hate it when Kirk's right. 

| have to go apologise now. 

And | think | hate that even more! 

wake 


Walking into our bedroom, the first thing | see is those fucking slippers, still on Kirk's feet, hanging over the 
edge of our bed. 


Its almost enough to make me turn around and go get drunk instead. My eyes move up the back of his legs 


until they hit the pink boxers, and getting drunk is looking better and better by the fucking second. 
"Christ, Kirk. You could have just walked in front me naked, it would have worked better, trust me.” 
Its only when he answers that | realise | spoke out loud. 

"| tried that a fucking week ago, Het.” 

There's no trace of the tears | was expecting in his voice. 

"You did?" 

He rolls over, and just sneers at me. 

Kirk? Sneer? 

| rest my case." 

"Why the fuck didn't you just say something for Christ's sake?" 


| know the second the words leave my mouth, that they aren't even close to the right thing to say. Of course, 


the fact Kirk's sneer turns into a look l'm actually afraid to name, only confirms it. 


"Just don't even fucking start with that line of thought, Het." 


And my best clue he's pissed? The fact my name is now Het and not James. Yeah, | know for most people that 
would be backward, but nobody alive says ‘James’ with the reverence Kirk does. 


If | become Hetfield at any time in the next 5 minutes, I'll be sleeping alone for longer than two weeks. 


With absolutely no effort, he just sits himself up, then swings his legs until his feet are on the floor. He 


doesn't even bother to look in my direction when he speaks again. 


"What do you want, Het? I'm tired and you're busy. Say whatever you want to, then go busy yourself till 


when-fucking-ever.” 


One foot lifts up to rest on his opposite knee, and he absently begins to stroke the fur, burying his fingers 
into the pile, then tugging with gentle care. 


That should be my hair those fingers are tangled in. 

Not some faux fur. 

"Can |-2" 

| swallow then start again 

"Can | tuck you in, Hamlet?" 

When Kirk snorts, it's not a pleasant sound. 

"Fuck off, Het. Even | can only be patronised for so long." 

"Listen, Kirk, | know | don't deserve it, but can you cut me some slack here? | had no clue I'd managed to fuck 
everything up so superbly, and yes, l'm aware that makes me sound like a completely self absorbed dick. But 
right now, | am trying, so please accept the fact lim making the first move, here and fucking help me out a 
little!" 

Oh yeah, and yelling at him is such a smart move right now. Need a brain much, Hetfield? 

"Gee, James, how incredibly romantic of you." 

Well, I'm James again, though there's now enough sarcasm in the air to choke a Danish drummer. 


"Kirkkkkkkkkkk." You know, his name sounds exactly like thunder if you roll it just right. 


"All right, James. I'll play along. What, exactly, do you have in mind?" 


You looking at me, and not a fuzzy pink slipper, would be a fine start. 

"Just what | said. Let me tuck you in" 

| don't have to see his face to know he's rolling his eyes, right now. 

"Exactly how are you going to make this better by treating me like I'm five?" 


"You're wearing pink boxers and matching slippers, fucker. This ain't gonna work if all you can do is be a smart 


ass. 
Finally he looks at me. 

And stands. And starts, well, that slinky sex walk that Kirk does so very well, as he moves towards me. 
And of course stops, just short of actually touching me. 


"C'mon now, James. My slippers got me noticed for the first time in weeks, so, as far as l'm concerned, they 


worked. But if you don't like them, they can go." 

He lifts one leg and | watch his hand glide slowly over the flame tips that flick past his waistband, then past 
the satin of those self same ugly shorts. I'd like to say the fingertips that slide over his thigh, then down are 
merely touching his leg, but they're not. They're caressing. When he finally reaches the slipper, he has grabbed 


it and flicked it somewhere south, before | can ever blink 


Of course, he can't just stand up like normal people. As he lowers his leg, he raises his hand. Who knew Kirk 
got off on stroking his own leg? Who knew I'd get off on watching? 


He's looking at me as the other leg lifts. 
"You're asking to get your ass paddled before | do the tucking in thing here, Kirk" 


The smile that flits across his face is a vague flash of heaven. There is nothing like a genuine smile of that 
face to push it past incredible and right up to something so close to living, breathing perfection 


Or at least, my idea of perfection 
"Promise?" 
What the fuck am | getting myself into, here? 


Who the fuck cares. 


"Lose the other slipper, Hamlet." 
Kirk can be so helpful when he wants to be, because that slipper goes flying too. 


Finally, he takes that last step that stopped us from touching. Now every inch of Kirk is in contact with me. 
His satin covered hips grind with increasing hardness against my thigh. One foot rubs up and down my calf. 


Fuck me, that's nice. 

One hand toys with the buttons of my shirt, the other is snaking its way from my hip to my hair, grabbing, 
raking, pinching as he goes. Yes, that would be me pushing back against every touch. His hand never stills, and 
once it reaches my hair, he tugs on it, just like he did the fur, then starts the journey and the torture all 
over again, this time going down. 

"Will you tell me a story when you've tucked me in, James?" 

What? 

Okay, think on your feet here, James. 

"Make up your mind, Hamlet. Good or bad? Naughty boys don't get stories, good boys don't get smacked" 

| love the grin that gets me. 

"Do | have to wait another month to get the one | don't pick?" 


Shit, that long? 


"No fucking way! You think | want you in those slippers again anytime soon? Or not so soon, as the case 


maybe." 
| am burning those fuckers, come daylight. 


‘| want a story. A bed time story that begins with ‘Once upon a time’ and finishes with ‘happy ever after’. | 
wanna hear all about the beautiful blonde prince, and the person who loves him. | wanna hear all the details 
that Hans Christian Anderson left out. And | wanna hear them in a voice that breaks when you're touched, 
pants when you're inside me and screams as you come. | want to feel those words breathed hot against my 


thigh, across my cock, over my nipples. Tuck me in, James?" 


With that, he moves back from me, drags his eyes from my shoes to my eyes, not lingering on my cock, even 


though it throbs in time with my pulse. He makes sure I'm hooked, then walks back to the side of the bed. 


When | can remember how to walk, | will follow him. 


Once my very own tease on legs reaches the bed edge, he turns again. Slipping his fingers into those boxers 
(which are also being burnt) he tugs them down until his cock springs free and they're loose enough for him 
to make them fall to his ankles with just a rocking of his hips. 

Does anybody want to tell me if my tongue is hanging out? 


His fingers claw across those searing flames, then push down into his pubes and smooth over his balls. Not 


once does he touch that jutting cock He doesn't need to, | can see it leaking precum from here. 
Fuck, how quick can | make this story? 
| am not thinking about that statement too much. Give it a second, you'll figure out why. 


Thankfully, my boots and socks are down stairs somewhere, so that means | only have a shirt, jeans and 


underwear to lose. 

The shirt is history before | even make it to the bed. 

But when | do get there, | stretch past Kirk to grab the covers, and, pull them back with fuck all finesse. 
"You have to get into bed before | can tuck you in, Baby." 

| love watching him blink at the purr of my voice. 

Let's face it, | just love watching him. 


But, he obeys, sliding into bed, then scooting over to his side. His eyes drop quickly from my face to my jeans, 
then back again. His eyebrow raises and | get the hint. 


As quickly as | can without falling over, | shuck my jeans and boxers - plain cotton ones thank you very much 


- and l'm crawling into bed beside him, then pulling the covers back over both of us. 
Kirk curls around me, even as | gather him to me. 

And yes, | like that too. 

"Blonde Prince, huh, Hamlet?" 

| feel a nod against my chest. 


Okay. | can do this. 


| move further down in bed, and pull at him until he's laying at my slide and kind of over me as well. It leaves 


both of my arms free, but only one of his. 

"Before | start, | will say one fucking thing, laugh and you die, Kwirk." 

| feel another nod, and hear some mumbled words that I'll take to be ‘got it 

My hand starts to stroke at his back, and | begin. 

"Once upon a time-" 

Lips kiss at my collarbone. 

"There was a blonde Prince, an ugly fuck" 

Teeth nip at my shoulder joint. 

"Who was all alone in a kingdom that gave not one flying fuck about him." 

A tongue soothes the bitten flesh. 

"Then, one day, when he least expected it, the Danish circus came to Town, and when they left, they forgot to 
take the Jester with them. Or they left him behind on purpose, the Prince never could figure that one out, 
because lord knows, that Jester never stopped talking long enough to draw a breath." 

Another smile. 

"The Prince kept him, mainly because the Jester wouldn't have fucking left, anyway.” 

A kiss to my breast bone. 

"The Jester decided that he and the Prince were going to rule the world, be the best minstrels the world have 
ever seen. But they couldn't make a band by themselves, so they covered the land far and wide and found a 
red headed mutated Hobgoblin and some poor twat to help them make the sound that would help the Jester 
reach heights, his height never would." 


More mumbled words, l'll take them to be ‘keep going: 


"The twat never was right for the job, so he left to go be a horse shit shoveller or something equally as 


meaningful, but that meant the minstrels were down a player again" 


| stop, to make myself breathe. And this time the words aren't mumbled. 


‘| love you, James." 


| drag my hand up his back, letting the nails score his skin lightly. | know he likes that, even without feeling him 
arch into my body. 


‘That was when the Prince found the Seer. The Prince looked up to and loved the Seer more than anybody, 
other than the Jester, who, despite the fucking talking, the Prince had also grown to love. The red headed 
mutated hobgoblin didn't bear thinking about" 

There's a mouth moving across my chest in search of a nipple now. 

"The Prince was happy, and the minstrels were making music. All was sort of well." 

Fucceckkkkkkkkkkk. The mouth found what it was looking for. 

Kirk's hand moves up to the nipple he's not suckling at, flicking at it until its my turn to arch. 

"T-then the red headed mutated Hobgoblin grew an ego. A-a very large ego. Fuck, Kirk, harder. The Seer had 
seen the future and the deformed dwarf wasn't part of it. Thank fuck. Ummm, Christ, Kirk, that's nice. The 
red headed mutated Hobgoblin was pointed in the direction of the Prince's kingdom, and told to walk there, for 
all the Prince cared." 


| wish. 


More mumbled words as Kirk's mouth starts a slow slide downwards. | think he's determine not to leave an 


inch of my skin un-kissed, licked or nipped. My hands clench in his hair and | just hold tight, enjoying the ride. 
Fuck yeah, the story. 


"The Seer believed that the band's future and the Prince's future was held in the hands of a beautiful 
Watcher. The Seer had made the Prince go to hear him play, not so long ago. The Prince laughed." 


| stop here, but Kirk doesn't. He just lifts his eyes to meet mine, and the love in them almost has a life of its 


own. 
What the fuck did | ever do to deserve that? 

His eyes drop then, once again, paying full attention the rib cage he is moving along, inch by inch, rib by rib. 
"Ummmm, the Seer just nodded and said ‘We'll see’ The Prince told him he was a dick. As if someone that 
incredible could ever want the scarred package the scared soul of the Prince came in. But for once, the Prince 


was happy, the Seer saw things, the Watcher sat back and studied the movement of every one around him. 
The Jester still never shut up." 


Kirk knows what's coming next, so he just pillows his head on my hip, like there isn't an erect cock inches from 
his mouth, takes one of my hands from his hair and holds it tight, while his other hand strokes softly at my 
hip. All the while, he watches me. 


My Watcher. 


"The Jester was right beyond his wildest dreams. The minstrels were conquering new lands, making music to 
rule the world. Of course, the Jester never failed to remind the Prince, the Seer and the Watcher of this daily, 
if not hourly. He talked a lot did the Jester. The Seer, once again, told the Prince that his future laid tangled up 
with that of the Watcher's. The Prince only wished." 


| can do this. 


"Then the Seer left them - an accident that tore the Prince's world from under him, tore the Watcher's soul 
in two and left the Jester without words. The Prince hurt beyond any words he could express, so he caused 
pain to the Watcher, knowing it was the Watcher's fault that the Seer had left them. The Seer has been wrong 
for once. How could the Prince's future be twisted in with the person who had taken the Seer from him! The 
Prince drank far too much, and made fuck all sense, right about then. The Jester also drank too much, snorted 


too much, and babbled harder and longer than he ever had before." 


Kirk's grip on my hand tightens for a just second. | don't think this is the bed time story he had in mind, but | 
can't seem to stop it now. The fingers at my hip just float over the skin. It's a gentle touch that's somewhere 


past arousing. 
‘| love you, Kirk" 
He just smiles, places a quick kiss in my groin, then looks to me again and waits for me to continue. 


"The Watcher withdrew. He took everything the Prince threw at him and matched the Jester snort for drink. 
He started going quietly insane." 


The feel of Kirk rubbing his cheek on my hip halts me for a second. It also reminds me of why | want this 
fucking story over with. 


"As much as the Prince hated it, they needed to find another minstrel, and quick, or at least that's what the 
Jester kept yapping." 


Kirk's cheek is moving on its slow burn of a path, but now his tongue is swiping at the skin beside the bone as 


he moves. 


"Fuck, that's nice, Kirk They found the Friend A lovable dork, that might have well have come from Mars, 
because he was fuck all like the other three. The Friend never tried to be the Seer, but the Prince hated him, 


anyway. The Friend was here, the Seer wasn't and, for the Prince, that was enough. 


"The World kept turning, The Prince kept hating and hurting, The Jester kept talking. The Friend kept to himself. 
The Watcher just continued to shatter, quietly, one crack at a time." 


l'm not sure if Kirk wants this story finished or not. The hand that was stroking my hip is now wandering its 
way towards my balls, not quickly, but it's getting there. 


"Then one day the Friend snapped. He grabbed the Prince and made him look - really look - at the Watcher. 
How did the Watcher get that small, that scared, that broken, When did he? Without knowing it, the Friend told 
the Prince the same thing the Seer had, that their future had to be together, or neither if them would have 
a future at all. The Jester could have said something similar, but the Prince had long since learned to only 


listen to every fifth word he said, or he got a headache." 


Kirk must realise the end of the story is coming, because his head raises and he starts the journey towards 
my cock, though each step of the way is kissed, sucked at, then gently lapped to soothe. Anybody want to lay 
odds I'll have the longest hickey ever, tomorrow? The other hand making its way to my balls, reaches its 
target and starts to roll them with just the tips of the fingers. It's a gentle touch, guaranteed to make me 
beg, in as little time as possible. 


| swear, | meant to continue the story when | opened my mouth, honest | did. 
"Fucccecckkkkkkk, Kirk, harder... please!" 

The bite to my groin is exactly what I'm after. l'm not admitting that | whimpered, though. 
Finish the story, James. 


"The Prince.. fuck.. the Prince learned to like the Friend, then - a little. At least. And the Friend seemed to 
forgive him. The Watcher though, jumped every time the Prince spoke, backed away from every out reached 
hand. But the Prince was nothing, if not stubborn and the Watcher finally realised that the Prince wasn't going 
To go away, not this time. The first time the Watcher reached for the Prince, the Prince held him until he 


slept, then cried, while there was nobody to hear." 


The fact that Kirk stops dead as | say that, reminds me | hadn't told him that bit before. Fuck | wait until his 


eyes lift to mine. 
"| love you, Kirk" 
He just smirks and without blinking, brings his index finger to his mouth, sliding it in, then out with a slow 


stroke that should be fucking illegal. He bites at the tip before using his tongue to make sure it's thoroughly 


wet. 


"Keep going, James." 


And with that, his head lowers back to the long imaginary line he's making and, with a gentle nudge of the back 
of his hand, my legs are opening to him and | feel the wet slide of that finger across my opening. 


"For the Prince, after that, things had never been better. He was learning to love, making music that was 

heard by more and more kingdoms, and the Watcher began to watch less, and play more. The Friend seemed 
happy helping the Watcher, doing whatever the fuck it was that he did. But the Jester thought nobody was 
listening to him, he decided to start a war. He fought the evil music stealing Trolls. He won, as if there was 


any doubt, because if all else failed, he'd just talk them to death." 


Kirk choses that fucking moment to roll, so he's now between my legs. There's a mouth on my balls now, as 


well as a finger spiraling around my ass. 
"Make it harder, why don't you, Kirk" 
| fucking know the mumbled words, this time, were, "I'm working on it" 


"But then, things fell apart again. The Friend had to leave. The Watcher started to lock himself up again and the 
Prince and the Jester just got fucking mad. They had worked for so long, why now? They didn't understand, 
they tried to be rice, but they failed, miserably. With each passing day, they got madder, they grew more 
stubborn, more focused. The music they would make without the Friend would be the best yet. They didn't 


realise that focus wasn't wide enough to include the Watcher." 
Oh, Christ. 
"Fuck it, Kirk, more..now!" 


There's a mouth moving over the head of my sex, lips spreading the precum, then a tongue that licks the 
taste from those lips and my cock. There's a finger slipping into me, twisting as it pushes.. fuck. 


"Motherfuck, Kirk.. ummm, the Watcher wasn't the same lost soul he'd always been, though. He'd found he 
had a nice set of b-balls.. fuck it, Hamlet, deeper you prick.. and he liked to use those balls. He brought the 
Prince to heel, in bunny slippers and pink fucking boxers of all things... fuckkkkkkk, but if the Prince doesn't get 
inside the Watcher, within the next second, he's going to embarrass the fuck out of himself.” 


| whimper like nothing I'll admit to, as Kirk's finger twist free, then, louder still when his mouth leaves me, too. 
Both my hands are back in his hair, holding tight as he drags his body up and over mine. Then his hands are in 
my hair, clutching just as tight, as his lips meet mine, kissing me hard, then biting at my lower lip until | open 


for him, as my Tongue meets his, | can taste him, taste me - fuck it - taste us. 


Nobody kisses like Kirk He puts everything he has into the feel of his lips, the movement of tongue, the gentle 
suction at mine, the nipping bite of.. 


"Fuck! Hamlet! Ohhhhh, sweet fuck... 

The feel of Kirk's body accepting my cock, tends to make me yell incoherently. Deal with it 
"You couldnt warn me?" 

He sits upright and | have fo let him go, but his fingers pull at my nipples, so I'll deal 

"No, James. IHs much more fun when | don't, now, for fuck's sake, touch me!" 

Told you he'd grown balls. 


My hand curls around his leaking cock, slicking precum along the shaft. | can feel the pulse, so strong, under 


my hand. 
As he lifts, | pull my hand along his length, though that's the last move made with any rhythm. The slap of his 


flesh against my groin is overlaid with the mewling sounds I've only ever heard coming from that mouth. | 


know he's close when his hands leave my nipples and grab at my sides, holding on for dear life. 
Close, Baby?" 

He whimpers. 

| hold tighter, slowing my stroke, even as he rides me faster. 

"Wanna come, Baby?" 

His teeth sink into his lower lip. Hard. 

Fuck it. Have. To. Get. Kirk OFF. Now. 


"C'mon then, noisy thing, let me hear it, let me feel, let me taste.. fuck, Kirkkkkkk.. Now, Hamlet, 


nowwwwwwww!" 

Blood is roaring in my ears. | can't help it, | grab hold of those flame branded hips, pulling them down to meet 
my own bucking. | feel wet heat on my chest, somewhere | hear Kirk keening, then, slowly the words make 
themselves heard. 


"Tighter, James. Grab me harder. My James. Don't let go." 


So, without thinking, | pull his torso to mine, grabbing him harder, holding tighter. 


‘lm not ever fucking letting you go, Kirk Get used to it" 


He moves his hips just enough to make me leave him and | wish he hadn't done that. But, seeing as how he 
lays on top of me, burrowing into my chest, I'll forgive the fucker. 


Just this once. 

"We need a shower." 

He grunts. Kirk actually grunted. 

What else can | do but laugh. 

And smack his ass. 

"C'mon, Hamlet, shower. Now." 

With a rolling flop, Kirk moves until he's laying beside me, then sits up and crosses his legs. 
And watches. 

"You were worth watching, my Prince." 

With that said, he moves off the bed and heads for the shower. 
So were you, my Watcher. 

Thank you for making me see. 
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